the washer and she wouldn’t say 
anymore about It. 

I continued to diaper myself all 
the time I was home, when it was 
bedtime, and sometimes I could get 
away with a daytime one when we 
traveled. 

I am 20 now, and whenever I stay 
over to my folks I still wear a diaper, 
and Mom still keeps that same old 
diaper pail in the basement for my 
visits. And when I’m at my 
apartment, or travel, I wear a diaper 
all the time. 

I always wear diapers on a date. 
Some girls scare off right away, but 
they’re not worth it then! Some girls 
really seem to get a charge out of 
a baby that's six feet tall! And one 
girl I date regularly brings her own 
diapers and bottle when she 
stays over. Sometimes, we will stay 
in for the whole weekend, eating, 
drinking, wetting, messing, and 
changing each other. Of course, 
it’s changing that’s real fun! 

Last weekend we stayed together 
Friday night and got up and 
changed each other’s diapers. 

Then she and I both put on some 
“short” shorts. You could see the 
tops and leg openings of our 
diapers and plastic pants under our 
shorts. She wore a tube top and I 
wore a tee-shirt which was a hair 
too short and, on the front, it said, 
"Baby.’* 

We then took off to Niagara Falls 
for the day. We ate lunch on Goat 
Island and you should've seen the 
stares. When we got into the 
elevator on the observation tower, I 
had just had a B.M. and the lady 
beside me (Boy was she built!) 
asked me if she could help me in 
any way. Diane asked her if she 
would mind changing me in the 
restroom and handed the lady her 
diaper bag. I guess that caught her 
offguard and the next thing I knew 
we were in the ladies room with my 
panties and shorts down to my 
ankles and this total stranger 
washing me clean. Before she 
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replaced a clean diaper, however, 
she gave me head, swallowing 
every drop! I never found out that 
lady’s name, but I’ve told Diane that 
we’ve got to do that again 
sometime. She quickly agreed, only 
this time we switched roles. Before 
long she was in the mens’ room, 
having the time of her life with two 
total strangers. 

The beauty of this is, if you are 
caught, your partner just claims 
sexual abuse and you tell the guys 
that they took advantage of a 
retarded adult! They won’t spread it 
around because they don’t want to 
be arrested, and you just keep up 
the fun! 

We are trying to spread the word 
that Goats Island is the new 
meeting place of adult babies 
during the warmer weekends, and 
we need to find a winter place 
around Buffalo. 

I swear that this letter is true in 
context, though the exact locations 
of certain activities were changed 
by a short distance to avoid 
possible trouble. I hope you do 
print this letter as Diane and I wish 
to meet other babies. Mr. T.A. 

New York 







